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Summary: Caryl, AU. He wants to, he just isn't as good at expressing 
it as she might want him to be. Lucky for him, she doesn't seem to 
mind and she doesn't have a problem expressing herself. 


Want To 

**AN: So I ask for fluff requests and I get smut requests. You know, 
if you know me at all, that smut is not my forte at all. However, I 
decided to do this one today. Don't expect much.** 

**I own nothing from the Walking Dead.** 

**It's ZA, but AU. Takes place after the farm. They haven't found the 
prison. And Andrea wasn't left behind.** 

**I hope that you enjoy! Let me know what you think! 

* * 
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"They think everyone doesn't knowa€"but we know," Carol said. 

Her voice was barely audible. She had to speak quietly because it was 
the dead of night and in the very back of the SUV, Andrea was 
sleeping in a makeshift bed of blankets. The woman stuck close to 
them since they'd been the ones to tell the group to go ahead and had 
turned back to the farm to look for her. They'd found her just in the 
nick of time, not at all dead like the group seemed to believe that 
she'd be, and the three of them had met up with the group some five 
or so miles away. 

Tonight Daryl and Carol were on "watch". With all the vehicles they'd 
found gathered together in a cluster, they took turns at night 
watching out for Walkers. One or two, here or there, and they didn't 
have to worry too much. If it looked like they might be surrounded, 
though, then they had to act fast and wake everyone else. 



That was their life now. They were constantly moving around, despite 
the fact that Rick's wife looked like she should've dropped the kid 
she was carrying yesterday. Since the farm they hadn't found anywhere 
that they could really hold for more than a couple of nights. 
Sometimes they crammed into a farmhouse or a barn. Other times they 
found a store or a restaurant they could sleep in for the night. For 
the most part, though, there wasn't any long term staying _anywhere_. 
Everywhere they went, the Walkers didn't take too long to catch 
them . 

Tonight was pretty still, though. Daryl sat in the driver's seat of 
the vehicle and Carol sat in the passenger's seat. She was talking to 
keep herself awake more than anythinga€"she did it every night that 
they had watch together. And Daryl, without her knowing it, _always_ 
requested that they have watch together. 

"Everybody knows," Daryl said, "but don't nobody give a damn." 

"You know," Carol said, "it started in a pharmacy." 

Daryl hummed. 

He wasn't sure how they'd gotten on the topic of Maggie and Glenn's 
sex life, but he wasn't exactly thrilled with the turn that the 
conversation had taken. What Carol said was true. Everyone knew that 
the two of them were having sex. Everyone knew that they were having 
sex every time they were given even a moment of peace to themselves, 
but that didn't mean that he wanted to talk about it. 

After all, there were plenty more people _not _having sex. 

And some of them were starting to suffer a little because of it. 

"I wonder who the one to ask first was," Carol continued. Her voice 
had the somewhat lazy draw to it that it usually got at this hour 
when she was starting to get sleepy. "Probably Maggie. Glenn's the 
kind that ... well ... he needs that." 

Daryl snorted. 

"Needs somebody to bang him in a pharmacy?" Daryl asked. He 
hummed . 

Maybe that's what the hell a lot of them needed. He wasn't too sure, 
at this moment, that if Carol had asked him to bang in a pharmacy he 
would've turned her down. In his imagination, he could see himself 
not even giving a damn about the Walkers that would, no doubt, be 
closing in around them. 

"Someone to ask him," Carol said. "You knowa€"he ' s shy 
and . . . well . . . he might not..." 

She seemed to be having a hard time figuring out exactly how she 
wanted to explain her train of thought. Either that or she was 
falling asleep. 

"Just because he's shy," Daryl offered, but he didn't finish his 
thought any more than she had. She hummed in response to something 
that required no response. She sighed. 



"You're shy," she said. 

Daryl's pulse picked up at the sound of her voice. At the sigh. He 
thought of a dozen responses he could makea€"none of them very 
gooda€"but he wasn't sure he could actually form the words to any of 
them. 

"You need me to ask you?" Carol asked, the tone of her voice going up 
a little with her amusement at herself. That was the other 
characterist ic of Carol on a late watcha€"she would start to amuse 
herself with things that, maybe, some people might consider to be a 
little off-color. 

Daryl nearly choked on his own spit. 

"The hell?" He coughed out. He looked at Carol. Even in the darkness 
of the car, he could see her smiling at him. Grinning like a mule 
eating briars, that's what Merle would've said. 

Merle would've also told him, by now, that he needed to get his head 
out of his ass and stop blowing her off every time she said one of 
those off-color jokes. But the problem was, Daryl _was_ shy and he 
wasn't ever entirely sure if she was really joking or 
not . 

"Do-you-need-me-to-ask-you? " Carol repeated, drawing out the words 
long and carefully. Daryl stared at her. "Well?" She pressed. "Then 
are you going to ask me?" Carol sunk back in her seat and sighed 
again. "You're not going to ask me," she said. "But one of these 
days? I'm going to get tired of asking you." 

Daryl shifted around in his seat. 

"Are you serious?" He asked, hissing out his words to keep them as 
close to a whisper as possible. Now it was Carol's turn to stare at 
him without saying anything. 

Now his pulse had moved from slightly elevated to thundering. His 
heart was pounding so loudly that he was pretty sure it would draw 
Walkers to their little cluster of cars. She wasn't saying that she 
was seriousa€"but she wasn't saying that she wasn't. And he felt like 
that would be something she'd be pretty quick to say if it were 
true . 

Tentatively, Daryl leaned toward her. She met him with enthusiasm and 
kissed him harda€"much harder than he expected. Immediately 
everything in his body responded to the kiss. He grunted and pulled 
away from the kiss. 

"What's wrong?" Carol asked. 

"All this damn time and you do this now?" Daryl asked, his 
frustration growing in direct correlation with the interest he was 
feeling . 

"Me?" Carol responded. " I ' vea€"of f ered at least a dozen times. I've 
practically _begged_. " 

"Makin' damn dirty jokes ain't offerin'," Daryl said. 



"Neither is sucking your teeth and walking away, " Carol responded. 

She sat back in her seat, shifting around. "You don't want to? You 
don ' t want to . " 

But Daryl did want to. He very much wanted to and that only served to 
make him more irritated with his current situation. He'd just kissed 
her. For the first time. And he wasn't sure how to go about anything 
else. He'd been with other women, but none of them had ever made him 
feel quite like Carol did. She made him want to be so damn good at 
everything that she had him tripping over his shoelaces just because 
he noticed she was watching him walk. 

"Want to," he said. Carol sat up. She shifted around to face him 
again . 

"You want to?" She asked. He hummed. She laughed quietly. "Well 
that's just about the most romantic thing thata€"anybody ' s ever said 
to me." She laughed again. "Want to..." 

"Shut up," Daryl responded. Carol did, for a moment. 

"Me too," Carol said finally. 

Daryl snickered. 

"Well ain't that just the most romantic damn thing too," he 
said . 

But when Carol told him to shut up, she did it a little differently. 
She moved herself to catch his face and pull it to her. She gave him 
the same kind of kiss that she'd given him before. Hard and hungry. 

He accepted her request to deepen the kiss and didn't take long for 
him to realize that thisa€"whatever anyone might want to call 
ita€"was going to get out of control very quickly for the both of 
them. He pushed her back again. 

"Andrea's in the damn back of the car," he said. 

"Asleep, " Carol said. 

"So? They ain't no wall," he said. "Ain't nothin' between us but a 
ratty ass backseat." 

"She's asleep," Carol repeated. "She has been for a while. Anda€"I 
can be very, very quiet. I mean I'vea€"you know, taken care of 
things? Right next to you and you didn't even know ... nobody 
did. " 

Daryl was glad she couldn't see his expression. 

"You what?" He asked. 

"Well you weren't going to do it," Carol remarked. "Anda€"you still 
aren't." She sighed. 

Daryl thought about it. The woman in the back was asleep. Carol was 
right. She'd been asleep for a while and they were so exhausted most 
of the time that they were out as soon as they told themselves they 
were allowed to sleep. And he had an odd gut feeling that if he 



turned her down now, Carol wasn't going to ask againa€"teasing or 
otherwise . 


"It's tight over here," he said. 

"Your pants?" Carol teased in the darkness. Daryl rolled his eyes, 
even though she couldn't see it. 

"Stop," he said. "It's just ... tight ... " He gestured in the space 
around him, but he didn't know if she could see him or not. Either 
way, she seemed to be ignoring him. 

Carol laughed quietly to herself. "And I don't know how tight it'll 
be. It's been a while ... but ... " 

"Damn seat ' s not that big, " he responded, frustrated because he 
hadn't been able to get out what he was trying to express and it was 
just making things worse. 

"I think we could make do," Carol said. "I meana€"it's not going to 
be the most romantic sex ever, but it would get the job 
done . " 

Nothing about it was going to be romantic, but Daryl hated to burst 
her bubble by pointing that out. It had been so long that he was 
dying just over the thought that it wasn't a joke. He'd be lucky if 
he even lasted long enough to get her into position. Still, to show 
that he was as dedicated to this as she wasa€"or to call her bluff if 
that's what it ended up being, he raised himself up enough in the 
seat to unbutton his jeans and get them somewhat down. He wondered if 
she could even see hima€"because he could barely see her. 

She responded by raising herself up to come out of her pants 
entirely. She bumped her head on the ceiling above her and cursed 
quietly. A little struggle, though, and she was apparently entirely 
out of her pantsa€"even though he couldn't see much detail. She 
hummed at him. 

"Can you see anything?" She asked, apparently reading his 
mind . 

"No," he confirmed. "Not really." 

"Good, " she commented, crawling over the console between them and 
immediately into his lap. 

In trying to help her get situateda€"and find enough room to even put 
her bodya€"Daryl ' s hand ghosted over her. He found soft curls and 
warm wetness and he couldn't help himself. He moved his fingers to 
stroke her, teasing her with his fingertips. His body responded to 
the teasing, he imagined, every bit as much as hers did. And it 
responded even more when she moaned and leaned into him, apparently 
taking a great deal of pleasure from what he considered the simplest 
of touches. 

"Feels like you were startin' without me," he commented. Her breath 
blew over him and she leaned close to his ear. He hissed when she 
responded, in kind, with wrapping her hand around him and stroking 
him. 



"You weren't exactly waiting," she said. 

Daryl grunted. 

"And ain't gonna wait too long," he hissed. "Sorrya€"but this ain't 
gonna last forever." 

Carol responded by releasing him and kissing him again. He moved his 
hands to slide them under her shirt. He fumbled a moment to get his 
fingers under her sports bra and finally found her breasts. He wanted 
to suck thema€"to tease her nipplesa€"but there was neither time nor 
space for that. And Carol seemed to agree with that sentiment because 
she reached down and touched him again, but this time it was to guide 
him into her. She slid her body down, taking him in all at once, and 
then she stilled and leaned against him. For just a moment, they did 
nothing more than stay that way, both breathing heavily, but finally 
Daryl groaned at her. 

"Gotta move," he said. "Can't stay like this forever." 

And in response, Carol seemed to make it clear that she was taking 
control of thingsaC" just as she'd done thus far. Daryl gave her the 
total control of the situation. He concentrated on trying to make 
things lasta€"not want to be something of a one minute wondera€"but 
the sensations that he was feeling, sensations that he'd wanted 
longer than he cared to admit, seemed to have other ideas. He groaned 
when he felt himself drawing close, too close, because he wanted it 
to last but it just wouldn't. 

Carol dug her fingers into his shoulder and leaned into him, all the 
while attempting not to bang her head on the top of the car any more 
than she already had in the cramped space. 

"Come on, " she urged hima€"and it was all that he needed. 

Before he could catch his breath, she was covering his mouth with her 
own. She took the last of his breath even as the rest of her body 
took everything else that he had to offer for the time being. 
Immediately he felt more exhausted than he'd felt in a long time, but 
his mind was still buzzing. 

"Sorry," he panted out to her as soon as he could speak. She kissed 
the side of his mouth in response. 

"Never be sorry, _pookie_, " she teased, combing her fingers through 
his hair. "I'm not." 

"Wasn't too good for you," he said. 

Carol hummed. 

"It wasn't a pharmacy," she said. "Buta€"we're working up to it. 
Tomorrow? We'll ask to go ahead and scout. Find a pharmacy for 
ourselves ? " 

Daryl laughed to himself, his breathing just beginning to come under 
control . 


"Stop, " he said. 



"You don't want to?" Carol asked. He froze. Of course he wanted to. 

He just wasn't as good at saying it as she might want him to 
be . 

"Want to, " he responded. Carol laughed quietly and started to move, 
offering him one more quick kiss before she worked on wrestling her 
way out of this position and back into her seat. 

"I'll see if there are some napkins in the glovebox, " she 
said . 
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Andrea caught Carol's arm just before she lifted the sack to put it 
on her back. Right now it held some food and watera€"things they 
could discard. By the time they found the group again, a mile or two 
up the roada€"their location marked with flagsa€"the bag would 
hopefully be weighed down with supplies to keep them moving forward. 
Carol stopped her movement and lowered the bag. 

"Something wrong?" Carol asked. 

Andrea smirked at her. 

"Special request," Andrea said. "And I don't want anyone else knowing 
about it . " 

Carol raised her eyebrows at Andrea. 

"You know everything we find goes in the community pile, " Carol 
said . 

Andrea nodded her head slightly and looked around. 

"If you find any double A batteries?" Andrea said, ignoring Carol's 
momentary insistence that they follow the group "rules, " "then save 
them for me." 

Carol raised an eyebrow at Andrea and Andrea smiled. 

"Double Aa€"and yours and _Pookie's_ secret stays with me," Andrea 
said. Carol felt her stomach flip. Andrea, apparently, wasn't as deep 
of a sleeper as she gave her credit for. The woman must have read her 
expression because her smile only widened. "And for crying out loud, 
Carol, " Andrea said, dropping her voice, "put your hand on the 
roofa€"it'll keep you from getting a concussion." 


End 
f lie . 



